Shakespeare s 

Though yet heauen knowes it is but as a tombe 
Which hides your life , and ftiewes not halfc your partn 
If I could write the beauty of your eyes. 

And in freflh numbers number all your graces. 

The age to come would fay this Poet lies. 

Such heauenly touches nere toucht earthly faces* 

So fhould my papers (yellowed with their age) 

Be fcorn*d,likc old men of lefle truth then tongue, 

And your true rights be termd a Poets rage. 

And ftrctched miter of an Antique fong. 

But werefome childc of yours aliue that time. 

You fhould Hue twife in it,and in my rime # 
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S Hall I compare thee to a Summers day? 

Thou art more louely and more temperate: 

Rough windes do fliake the darling buds of Maie* 

And Sommers leafe hath all too fhort a date: 

Sometime too hot the eye of heauen fhines. 

And often is his gold complexion dimmed. 

And euery faire from faire fome-time declines. 

By chance, or natures changing courfe vntrim’d: 

But thy eternall Sommer fhall not fade, 

Nor loofe pofleffion of that faire thou ow’d, 

Nor fhall death brag thou wandrft in his ftiade. 

When in.eternall lines to time thou grow’ft. 

So long as men can breath or eyes can fee. 

So long Hues this, and this giues life to thee, 
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Y'YEuouring time blunt thou the Lyops pawes, 

A-*' And make the earth deuoure her owne fwcet brood, 
Pluckc the keene teeth from the fierce Tygers yawes. 
And burne the long liu d Phaenix in her blood. 

Make glad and forry fcafons as thou fleet’ft. 

And do what ere thou wilt fwift-footed time 
To the wide world and all her fading fweets: 

But I forbid thee one mod hainous crime, 
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Sonnet s« 

O carue not with thy howers my loues faire brow. 
Nor draw noe lines there with thine antique pen. 
Him in thy courfe vntainted doe allow. 

For beauties patterne to fucceding men. 

Yet doe thy worft ould Time difpight thy wrong, 
My loue fhall in my verfe eucr Hue young. 
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A ' Womans face with natures owne hand painted, 
Hafte thou the Mafter Miflris of my part! on, 

A womans gentle hart but not acquainted 
With fhifting change asisfalfe womens fafhion, 

An eye more bright then theirs, lefle falfe in rowling: 
Gilding the obiedt where-vpon it gazeth, 

A man in hew all Hews in his controwling. 

Which fteales mens eyes and womens foules amafeth. 
And for a woman wert thou firft created. 

Till nature as fhe wrought thee fell a dotinge. 

And by addition me of thee defeated. 

By adding one thing to my purpefe nothing. 

Bur fince fhe prickt thee out for womens pleafure. 
Mine be thy loue and thy loues vfe their treafure, 
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S O is it not with me as with that Mule, 

Stird by a painted beauty to his verfe. 

Who heauen it felfe for ornament doth vfe. 

And euery faire with his faire doth reherfe. 

Making a coopelment of proud compare 
With Sunne and Moone,with earth and feas rich gems: 
With Aprills firft borne flowers and all things rare. 
That heauens ayre in this huge rondure hems, 

O let me true in loue but truly write. 

And then beleeue me, my loue is as faire, 

As any mothers childe,though not fo bright 
As thofe gould can dells fixt in heauens ayer. # 

Let them fay more that like ofheare-fay well, 

I will not prayfe that purpofe not to fell. 
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